BART'S

organism on his or her shoulders, one is glad not
to be that person.

When I go into a very large organism, I am
always apprehensive of the formalities, filling up
papers, submitting to cross-examination by puffed-
up guardians at the gate and so on. At Bart's
there were no formalities. The king of the
porters gave me a brief sketch of the geography
of the place. I passed through courtyards and
corridors and up palatial Staircases and walked
dire& into the right ward. I saw my relative at
once, and went Straight up to him; nobody
challenged me, and I breathed again.

My relative told me with pride that Bart's was
the oldest hospital in the world. Perhaps it is.
Remarkable how inmates of an institution imme-
diately identify themselves with the institution and
take pride in it. I could never remember the
name of my relative's disease, but it was some-
thing exceedingly rare and obscure. I can remem-
ber only that the cure was hydrochloric acid; so
that his special diet consisted largely of liver and
pcite de foie gras and similar odd dishes.

He is a professor of mathematics, aged sixty, a
bachelor, accustomed to be absolute lord over his
own domestic environment. He spoke very well
of the hospital. He described to me with a sort
of cynical amusement his first experience in it,
including the total loss of his lordship. All his
personal belongings were taken from him, except
a magnificent thick dressing-gown which, perhaps